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Jon turned his steed. " Let's gallop, it'll be down in
half an hour ; and there's no moon till late,"
They galloped back along the track. The sun went down
even faster than he had thought, the air grew cold, the light
grey. Jon reined up suddenly.
" I'm awfully sorry ; I don't believe we're on the track
we came by from the picnic. I feel wre've gone off to the
right. The tracks are all alike and these horses only came
in from Columbia yesterday ; they don't know the country
any more than we do."
The girl laughed.
" We'll be lost."
" M'm ! That'll be no joke in these woods. Don't they
ever end ? "
" I reckon not, in these parts.    It's an adventure."
" Yes ; but you'll catch cold.    It's jolly cold at night."
" And you've had 'flu ! "
"Oh! That's all right. Here's a track to the left.
Shall we go on, or shall we take it ? "
"Take it."
They cantered on. It was too dark now for galloping
and soon too dark for cantering. And the track wound on
and on.
" This is a pretty business," said Jon. " I am sorry."
He peered towards her riding beside him, and could just
see her smile.
" Why !    It's lots of fun."
He was glad she thought so, but he could not see it.
u I have been an ass. Your brother'!! be pretty sick with
ire."
u He'll know I'm with you."
" If we only had a compass. We may be out all night at
this rate. Here's another fork! Co^h, it is going to be
dark,"